ANDROCLES AND THE LION

breastplates and pieces of armor which they throw down in a heap.

THE CALL BOY. By your leave, Caesar. Number eleven! Gladi-
ators and Christians 1

Ferrovius springs up, ready for martyrdom. The other Christians
take the summons as lest they can, some joyful and brave, some
patient and dignified, some tearful and helpless, some embracing
one another with emotion. The Call Boy goes back into the passage.

CAESAR [turning at the door of the box] The hour has come, Fer-
rovius. I shall go into my box and see you killed, since you scorn
the Pretorian Guard. [He goes into the box. The Captain shuts the
door, remaining inside with the Emperor, Metellus and the rest oj
the suite disperse to their seats. The Christians, led by Ferrovius,
move towards the passage].

LAVINIA [to Ferrovius] Farewell.

THE EDITOR. Steady there. You Christians have got to fight.
Here! arm yourselves.

FERROVIUS [picking up a sword] I'll die sword in hand to shew
people that I could fight if it were my Master's will, and that I
could kill the man who kills me if I chose.

THE EDITOR. Put on that armor.

FERROVIUS. No armor.

THE EDITOR [bullying him] Do what youre told. Put on that
armor.

FERROVIUS [gripping the sword and looking dangerous] I said,
No armor.

THE EDITOR. And what am I to say when I am accused of send-
ing a naked man in to fight my men in armor?

FERROVIUS. Say your prayers, brother; and have no fear of the
princes of this world.

THE EDITOR. Tsha! You obstinate fool! [He bites his lips irre-
solutely, not knowing exactly what to do],

ANDROCLES [to Ferrovius] Farewell, brother, till we meet in
the sweet by-and-by.

THE EDITOR [to Androcles] You are going too. Take a sword
there; and put on any armor you can find to fit you.

AKDROCLES. No, really: I cant fight: I never could: I cant
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